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ELEGY, . 


Os | OO much my heart of BEA ur vs power 
hath known, 


Too long to Love hath REASO x left her throne; 
Too long my Gzx1vs mqurn'd his myrtle chain, 
And three rich years of youth conſum'd in vain. 
My wiſhes, lull'd with ſoft inglorious _— 5 


Forgot the patriot's and the ſage's themes: 


Thro each Elyſian vale and Fairy grove, 

Thro all th inchanted Paradiſe of Lovs 

Miſled by ſickly hope's deceitful flame, 

Averſe ta action and renouncing fame. 10 
Ar 


64) 


Ar ha the viſionary ſcenes decay, 
My eyes exulting, bleſs the new born day, 


Whoſe faithful beams detect. the dangerous road 


In which my heedleſs feet ſecurely trode, 


And ſtrip the phantoms of their lying Charms 13 
That lur d my ſoul from wiſdom's peaceful arms. | 


Ton ſilver fireams and banks beſprea with 
flow'rs, 

For moſſy couches and harmonious bowers, 
Lo! barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, 
And rocks hung dreadful o'er unfathom'd floods : 
For opeaneſs of heart, for tender ſmiles, 21 
Locks fraught with love, and wrathdiſarming wiles, 
Lo! ſullen ſpight, and perjur d luſt of gan, 


And cruel pride and crueller diſdain. : 
Lo! ! cordial faith to ideot airs reſin d, 9 


Now 


3 
Now coolly civil, now tranſporting kind. 
For graceful eaſe, lo ! affectation walks, 
And dull half ſenſe, for wit and wiſdom talks, - 
| New to each hour what low delight ſucceeds, 
What precious furniture of hearts and heads ! 30 
By nought their prudence, but by getting, known; 
And all their courage in deceiving ſhown. 


SEE next what PLAGUEs attend the LovgR's 
© ſtate, 
What frightful forms of TERROR, Scokn and 
HarTs ! 

See BURNING-FUury Heaven and Earth defy! 35 
See DUMB DESPAIR in icy fetters ly! | | 
See BLACK SUSPICION bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himſelf to view 
And rFonD BEL1Ee with all a lover's flame 
Sinks in thoſe arms that pointhis head with ſhame! 


1 
There wan DEIECT ION, falt ring as he goes, 41 
In ſhades and ſilence vainly ſeeks repoſe ; 12 
Muſing thro' pathleſs wilds, conſumes the day, 
Then loſt in darkneſs weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay crowd of LuxuRY advance, 45 


Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 


On every head the roſy garland glows, 

In every hand the golden goblet flows. 

The SYREN views THEM with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at baſhful VikTUE as $HE flies. 530 
But ſee behind, where Scorn and WANT appear, 
The grave REMONSTRANCE and the witty SN EER 
See fell REMORSE in action, prompt to dart | 
Her ſnaky poiſon thro' the conſcious heart. 

And SL9TH to cancel, with oblivious ſhame, 
The fair memorial of RECORDING FAME, 


Ak tdeſe delights that one would wiſh to gain? 
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Es this th Elyſium of a ſober brain? 


To wait for happineſs in female ſmiles, 

Bear all her ſcorn, be caught with all her wiles, 60 
With prayers, with bribes, with lies her pity crave, 
Bleſs her hard bonds, and boaſt to be her flave ; 
To feel, for trifles, a diſtracting train 

Of hopes and terrors equally in vain ; 

This hour to tremble, and the next to glow, 65 
Can PRIDE, can SENSE, can REASON ſtoop fo 

low? 

When V1RTvE, at an eaſier price, diſplays. 

The ſacred wreaths of HoNoURABLE PRAISE ; 
When W1sDom utters her divine decree, 


To laugh at xomeovs FoLLY, and be free. 70 


III p adieu, then, to theſe woful ſcenes ; 
bid adieu to all the ſex of queens ; 
Adieu to every ſuffering, ſimple ſou! 

G4 That. 


©. 
That lets a Woman's WILL his EAsE controul, 
There laugh, ye witty, and rebuke, ye grave! 75 
For me, I ſcorn to boaſt that I'm a ſlave. 
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone. 
Joy to my heart! my wiſhes are my own! 
Farewel the female heaven, the female hell ; 
To the great Gop of Love a glad farewel. 80 
Is this the triumph of r H awful name? 
Are theſe the ſplendid hopes that urg d TH y aim, 
When firſt my boſom own'd THY haughty ſway, 
When thus MtxzRva heard THEE, boaſting, ſay; 


\ 


* Go, MARTIAL Map, elſewhere THY arts 
employ, 85 
* Nor hope to ſhelter that devoted boy. 
* Go teach the ſolemn ſons of CARE and AE, 
* The penſive ſtateſman, and the midnight fage ; 
a The young with me muſt other leſſons prove, 
® YOUTH 
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e Four calls for PLEASURE, Pr ASURE calls | 
for Lovs. 22 90 
& Behold his heart THY grave advice diſdains, 
20 Behold I bind him in eternal chains. | 
ALas! GREAT Lovx, how idle was the boaſt? 
Tux Chains are broken, and THY leſſons loſt. | 
Tux wilful rage has tir'd my ſufſering heart, 9 5 


And Pass1on, RE AsoN forc'd'THEE to depart. © 


Bur wherefare doſt r Hou linger on TH way? 
Why vainly ſearch for ſome pretence to ſtay, 
When crowds of vaſſals court TH x pleaſing you 
And countleſs victims bow them tothe ſitoke? 100 
Lo! round TH ſhrine a thouſand youths advance; 
Warm with the gentle ardors of romance ; | 
Fach longs t aſſert THY cauſe with feats of arms, 


And make the world confeſs DuLcimsa's charms: 


B Ten 


. ( 10 ) I 
Ten thouſand girls, with flow'ry chaplets crown d, 


+ 


To groves and ſtreams TH tender triumph ſound; 


I 


Each bids the {ſtream in murmurs ſpeak her flam 8 | 
Each calls the grove to ſig her ſhepherd's name. | 


But if THY pride ſuch eaſy honour ſcorn, 


If nobler trophies muſt THY toil adorn, I * 
Behold yon flow ry antiquated maid 
Bright in the bloom of threeſcore years diſplay'd ; 


Her ſhalt r Hou bind in THY delightful chains, 


my — 


And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins, 
Her froſty cheek with crimſon bluſhes dye, 115 


With dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 


| Tux then THY labours to the ſervile croud, 
Entice the wary, and controul the proud ; 
Make the ſad miſer his beſt gains forego, 

The ſolemn ſtateſman ſigh to be a beau. 120 


To bold coquette with fondeſt paſſion burn, 
The 
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The Bacchanalian o er his bottle mourn ? 


And that chief glory of THY power maintain; 
To poize ambition in a female brain. ” 
Be theſe THY triumphs, but no more preſume 123 
That my rebellious heart will yield THEE room. 
I know THY puny force, THY ſimple wiles ; 
I break triumphant thro' TH flimſey tolls ; 
I ſee TH dying lamp 's laſt languid glow, 
Tux arrows blunted, and unbrac'd thy bow. 130 
I feel diviner fires my breaſt inflame, 
To active SCIENCE and ingenuous Fa uE! 
Reſume the paths my earlieſt choice began, 
And loſe, with pride, the Love in the Mat, 
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F or the Winter Solftice, Dane, 


1175, 1 740. 

BK * A | oy 

| OW to the utmoſt SOUTHERN goal 
The SUN has trac d his annual way, 

And backward now prepares to roll, 

And bleſs the Nox TH with earlier Pg: 

Prone on PoTos1's lofty brow, | 

| Floods of ſublimer ſplendor flow, 

Ripening the latent ſeeds of gold, 

Whilſt, panting in the lonely ſhade, © 

The afflicted InD1 aw hides his head. 

| Nor dares the blaze of noc behold, © 
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Bor 1o ! on this deſerted coaſt, | 
How faint the light ! how chill the air ! 
Lo! arm'd with whirlwind, hail and froſt, 

Fierce WI x TE R deſolates the year. 

The fields reſign their chearful bloom; 
No more the breezes breath perfume ; 
No more the warblin g waters roll : 
Delarts of ſnow fatigue the eye ; 
Succeſſive tempeſts bloat the ſky, 
And gloomy damps oppreſs the ſoul, 


h 8 
Bux let my drooping G Ex ros riſe, 
And hail the SUN's remotelt ray: | 
Now, now he climbs the Nox THE RN ſkys, 
To-morrow nearer than to- day. 
Then, louder howl the ſtormy waſte, 
Be fand and ocean worle defac'd, 


Let 
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Vet brighter hours are on the wing, 
And Fancy, thro the wix TRY gloom, 
Radiant with dews and flow rs in bloom, 


Already hails th' emerging Sy RING. 


IV. 

8 Fo UNTAIN of the golden day, 
Could mortal vows but urge thy ſpeed, 
How ſoon, befote the vERNAL ray, 
Should each unkindly damp recede ; 
How ſoon each tempeſt hovering fly, 
That now, fermenting, loads the ſky, ' 
Prompt on our heads to burſt amain, 

To rend the foreſt from the ſteep, 
And thund'ring o'er the BaLTic deep, 
To'whelm the merchant's hopes of gain, 
3 | 
Bo let not Man's imperfect views 2 


Preſume to tax wiſe NaTURE's laws: 


T 


Nis his with ſilent joy to uſe = 

(Di indulgence of the Sov” reign cauſe. ; 
Secure that from the whole of things 
Beauty and Good conſummate ſprings, 
Beyond what he can reach to know, 
And that the Providence of heaven 


Has fome peculiar bleſſing given 
To each allotted ſtate below. 


. 

Ev 'N now, how ſweet the wix r Rx night 
Spent with the old illuſtrious DEAD ; 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 

I wem che awful courſe to tread ; / 
Where chiefs and legiſlators ly, 
Whoſe triumphs move before my ey c, 
With every laurel freſh diſplay'd: 

| * charm'd, I roe in  clatfic long. 
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